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encircle the districts inhabited by the bourgeoisie to-night,
go from house to house, kill men, women and children, so
that the enemy will have to enter the town over mounds of
bourgeois corpses! I should like a vote to be taken!'
Deathly silence. Hundreds of hearts seemed to stop beating,
while horror gripped and strangled men's throats. Yet not
one of them dared to raise a protest. Many of them no doubt
recalled how the author, Zoltan Szasz, who had dared to
criticize the curtailment of freedom of speech at a general
meeting of the Journalists' Society, 'Otthon', had been taken
out of the room by members of a detachment of terrorists.
Five hundred pairs of eyes were fixed on the plump,
medium-sized man in the first row. One word of approval
from him, and the fate of the bourgeoisie was sealed and the
Hungarian capital would be the scene of a blood-bath the
like of which had perhaps not been seen since the days of
Tamerlane.
Bela Kun rose to his feet and mounted the platform. Look-
ing slowly around him, he began,
'Comrades! I have listened with great interest to the
suggestion made by our Comrade Surek. His suggestion
shows unmistakably what a determined and courageous man
Comrade Surek is. In times such as these, the place of such
courageous and determined men is at the front. I therefore
suggest that Comrade Surek should demonstrate his qualities
by betaking himself to the front this very night.'
A moment of surprised silence. Then a great guffaw of
relieved laughter from those cramped throats. The situation
was saved.
The meeting decided to resist the advance of the Rumanian
army; then the members poured out towards the exit.
By mingling with the crowd, I got out more by luck than
good management. After due consideration, I decided not
to use the story, not even through a middleman in Vienna,
for, as long as I remained in Budapest, I might have to pay
dearly for my adventure, should an investigation be held to